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Summary: 


Nancy and Steve wait and watch as a new Survivor comes through 
the fog. Jonathan is the last person they expect to see. 


Can't Keep Us Apart 


Author's Note: 


Inspired by the new Jonathan skin in the game. 
When I saw them adding him in, of course my first 
thought was an emotional Stoncy campfire reunion. 
Because why wouldn't it be? 


I've looked it over, but this hasn't been beta'd. If you 
see any typos, feel free to point them out so I can fix 
them. 


Enjoy! 


Nancy stood away from the others, Steve at her left, as they waited 
for the Entity's latest victim to step through. Just seconds ago— 
minutes? Time worked strangely here, especially at the campfire—the 
fog at the edge of the forest swirled, growing thicker. This would be 
the sixth time she had to watch someone new brought here. Ripped 
from their universe, their time. Watch the realization on their face as 
Dwight—because it was always Dwight who explained it all; he'd 
"welcomed" Nancy and Steve when they stepped into what should 
have been a portal home from the Upside Down and stepped out here 
—told them what had happened. 


Fingers threaded through her own. Steve's hand was warm and big 
and somehow fit perfectly with her own. She glanced at him in 
thanks, caught the comforting smile he wore before going back to 
watching. Waiting. They were lucky, almost. Everyone else had 
shown up alone. Afraid. Nancy remembered the fear that had gripped 
her that first day—night?—when she ran into the forest only to end 
up right back at the campfire. Steve had held her hand then, too, as 
she barrelled through, determined that they couldn't be stuck here. 
Hadn't let go of her at all that first night—day?—-while a small cluster 
of the others gathered around to try and make them feel welcome. 


The last thing she wanted—for anyone—was for them to be dragged 
here. Still, she found herself hoping whoever walked through that fog 
didn't do so alone. She didn't know what she would have done if she 


didn't have Steve. Couldn't even think about Steve being trapped here 
without her. Having someone who knew her, someone familiar, a 
piece of home. It meant everything. 


A concentrated mist emanated from the fog, taking on the shape of a 
person. Their features were indiscernible at first. They always were; 
like the Entity was creating their form from the fog itself. She wished 
they were all just copies, clones created in a fog of mist and light. It 
would be easier, if she could know that it wasn't really Steve at her 
side; that he was back home keeping Dustin under control—or 
getting caught up in one of his schemes. That she was there, too, 
driving Mike up the wall and pulling Jo—Investigating the next 
government cover-up in Hawkins. 


But they were real; all of them. It wouldn't be any fun if they weren't. 


The newcomer was alone. Nancy inched closer to Steve, gripping his 
hand so tightly that her fingers began to ache. As his form filled in, 
the mist and fog ebbing behind him, Dwight stepped forward and 
blocked her line of sight. With his hands up at his sides, palms out, 
he gave a gentle greeting that was cut off before he could finish. The 
person grabbed Dwight's arms—Steve tensed up like he wasn't too far 
away to stop it if they did anything to hurt him. Before anyone could 
react—or overreact—Dwight was being moved out the person's way 
and... and— 


"No " 


She didn't know if she said it or Steve did, or both of them. All she 
knew was that when she tore her eyes away from—that the 
comforting smile Steve had been wearing was gone. His face had 
fallen in a way she hadn't seen since Halloween who knew how long 
ago now. She wasn't imagining things; he saw it, too. 


"Nancy! Steve!" 


Nancy bit her bottom lip to keep it from wobbling at the sound of 
Jonathan's voice calling her name, their names. God, how long had it 
been since she'd heard it? Too long and yet not long enough. Not 
nearly long enough if he was here. How was he here? 


The others gave them a wide berth as Jonathan let go of Dwight and 
strode toward them. Some of them spoke to each other; whispered 
words that she couldn't make out over the rush of blood in her ears. 
This had never happened before. Not for as long as any of them had 
been there. People came together, like Nancy and Steve, or alone like 
Dwight or Quentin. But never from the same time, the same universe, 
so far apart. 


Unwilling and unable to let go of Steve's hand, Nancy finally took a 
shaky step forward. Then another. Before she knew it, she was 
running—Steve beside her like he always was. Her body collided 
with Jonathan's, but Steve's arms wrapping around them both kept 
the three of them upright. Jonathan was solid; real. Those were his 
lips against her forehead, his fingers curling into the back of her 
sweater. Nancy looked up in time to watch Steve wrap his hand 
around the back of Jonathan's head and kiss him. 


More talking buzzed around them, hardly whispers anymore, but she 
still couldn't make any of it out because Jonathan was right here. In 
front of her, palm hot against her face as he pulled her in, kissing her 
as desperately as Steve had just kissed him. Steve's hand joined 
Jonathan's at her back, fingertips digging in like either—both—of 
them were in danger of slipping out of his grasp. 


"What are you doing here?" Nancy gasped the moment her mouth was 
free. He hadn't been surprised. He walked out of the fog and 
immediately moved Dwight out of his way to look for them. He'd 
known in a way no one who had come through before did. What had 
he done? She beat a fist against his chest, or tried to; they were so 
close it was more of a tap. Covering her hand with his, he held it 
close and smiled down at her. She didn't know how long it had been 
—did he look older?—but the fondness in his eyes was achingly 
familiar. 


"Monsters couldn't keep us apart," he said, turning her hand over and 
rubbing his thumb along their shared scar. She bit her lip again to 
keep it still. Jonathan looked at her, at Steve, smiling so that she 
could see his teeth. "If you thought we'd stop looking for you, either 
of you..." 


Steve shook his head. He leaned in, pressed his forehead to the side 


of Jonathan's face as he ran his fingers through Jonathan's hair and 
down his neck. "Never doubted you." 


Swallowing, Nancy nodded. They didn't talk about home much; it 
hurt to think about Jonathan and her family. About Robin and the 
kids and whether they were okay. When they got stuck here, they'd 
been dealing with the Upside Down again. The thought that their 
friends hadn't been as lucky this time; that someone might not make 
it and Nancy wouldn't ever know? It made being stuck here all the 
more unbearable, so they didn't bring it up often. Not after the first 
few... a while. But when they did, there was never a doubt that if 
even one of them was still there, they would try to find them. 


The edges of their hands began to blur as she looked at them, her 
eyes filling with tears she couldn't hold back. She had missed him so 
much, but, "You shouldn't have come here." 


What she could make of his features was soft, his smile still 
inexplicably in place. Steve jerked back, letting go of Jonathan as he 
did, and she knew the haze of relief—Jonathan was alive, he was 
okay, he was real—had faded enough for him to realize what 
Jonathan being here meant. 


"Jonathan," Steve said, sliding his hand from the small of Nancy's 
back to her arm instead. He held her close to his side, grip on her 
arm almost too tight. He shook his head, cupping Jonathan's cheek. 
"Your mom, your brother, you can't just— " 


"I'm not. I didn't." Jonathan held Steve's wrist, covered the back of 
Steve's hand with his own and pressed it more firmly to his face. 
"We're going back." 


Her stomach dropped. She wanted to believe him—more than 
anything. But hope was dangerous. The trials... The memories of 
them were clouded, hard to grasp, but alongside the pain and fear, 
there was the hope that they would escape. That if they just made it 
through the exit gates, they might find home on the other side, only 
to wake up back at the campfire. 


"Good luck with that," came from somewhere to her right—Bill's 
voice, rough and almost amused. She couldn't blame him, really. He'd 


been here so long and he didn't know Jonathan—didn't know the 
other impossible things the three of them together had accomplished. 
Somehow, hearing the other survivor's disbelief ignited something 
inside of her that she hadn't felt in far too long. 


The world became clear as she swiped the tears from her eyes. 
Jonathan's smile grew and Steve relaxed his grip on her arm. He was 
smiling, too, when he let go of Jonathan's face and looked at Nancy. 
"We've done crazier things, right?" 


Nancy laughed, a real laugh; as real as Jonathan's hand in hers. She 
closed her fist around the thumb lined up along their scar and met 
his eyes. "What do we need to do?" 


"Just follow me." 


With a smile of her own, Nancy looked from Jonathan to Steve and 
back again. 


"Lead the way." 
Author's Note: 


If you can spare a comment, they really make my 
day a little brighter (and kudos are much appreciated 
as well!) <3 


